Mrs Hairns knew nothing about Orvieto. A place so unlike Pen-
tonville Hill suggested dread and discomfort to hen She felt sure
it must be almost as bad as heaven, which she associated with tee-
totalism, cleanliness, self-control, being particular, and all sorts of
horrors. Now that she found herself actually on the road to it, she
looked up at it with the utmost misgiving until a superior voice
behind her made her start and attempt a shambling curtsey. It was
the bishop.
"Can I obtain a conveyance anywhere here," he said, "to take
me up to the gate?"
"I cant say, I'm sure, sir," said Mrs Hairns: "I'm a stranger
here."
The bishop passed on the moment she said "cant say," taking
no further interest in her, and resigned himself to walk up.
There was a horse grazing a little way off. As Mrs Hairns
noticed it, a faint ray of heavenly comfort stole into her soul.
Though for many years—ever since the passing away of the last
rays of her youth at twentyfour or thereabouts—she had been
interested in nothing but methylated alcohol, she had been born
with an unaccountable fancy, not for horses exactly, but, as she
put it, for a horse. It was an unintelligent and innocent fancy; but
it had won her hand in marriage for the late Alfred Hairns, norm-
ally and by economic necessity a carman, but by natural voca-
tion a poacher. This rude fancier of the equine was too poor to
afford a horse. But after all he was too poor to afford a residence
in London, or a double bed, or even a suit of clothes. Yet he al-
ways had a London address; he never appeared in the streets naked;
and neither he nor Mrs Hairns slept on the floor. Society had con-
vinced him that the lodging, the bed, and the clothes were indis-
pensable, whether he could afford them or not: accordingly, he
had them. The conviction that a horse was equally indispensable
was idiosyncratic with him; so he always kept a horse, even when
he could by no means afford to keep himself, maintaining that a
horse made no difference—that it even paid its way. The same
view has been taken of 80 h.p. motor cars.
Bonavia Banks was attracted by his idiosyncrasy, which was
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